LENO R A. 
A ELER PRATED BALLAD. 


| 7 FROM THE. 
GERMAN OF BURGER. 


GL A SGOW: 
PRINTED FOR AND SOLD BY 


Braſh & Reid. 


1 A. br eak of day, with frightfut dreams 
Loenora ſtrugg gled fore : | | 
My William, art thou {lain, ſaid ſhe, 
Or doft thou love no more? 

2 He went abroad with Richard's hoſt, 
The Paynim foes to quell; 
But be no word to her had wrote, - 
II he were ſick or well. 

+ With found of trump, and beat of drum, 


1 His fellow-foldicrs come; 
| Their helms bedeck'd with oaken boughs, 


Iuhey ſeck their long'd- for home. 
4 And ev'ry road and ev'ry lane 
Was full of old and young, 


J0o gaze at the rejoicing band, 
3 To hail with gladſome tongue. 


MP Thank God!“ their wives and -bildre en "ILY 
Welcome!“ the brides did lay :; | 
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But greet or kiſs Lenora gave 
To none pen that day. 
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6 She aſk'd of all the paſſing train, 
Ter him ſhe wiſn'd to fee: 
Put ncne of all the paſſing train 


Could tell ir lived he. 


7 And when the foldie 
Se tore her raven Jabs. 


z all we re by, 


Auch caſt herſelf upon the ground 


In furious deſpair. 


8 Her mother ran and lift her up, 


And claſped in her arm, 


My child, my « child, wha doit thou ail: 
God ſhicld thy life from harm!“ 


9 © O mother, mother! William's gone! 


What's all beide to me ? 


Tiere is no mercy, fure, above! 


Ut 


VV . 
All, all were ſpar d but he ! 


10 C6 Kot acwn, thy Paternoſter 12 * 
Twill calm thy tr oubled ip rits 
good; 
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What he hath done is right.“ 


13 112 V fate: 
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"Lis now, a! 1381 too late. 
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Will help af 5 ring th Ad: 
Go take 80 holy facrament; 


way'd ; but what 


T O mother, mother! ſay not ſo; 
avail'd 


r, if we prax, 
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So halle t wy cet grow mil, 


13 „ O motlier, what I feel within, 


No ſacrament can ſtay; 


No facrament can teach the fend 


'Fo bear the light of day.” 0 


14 May be, among the heathen folk | 


Thy VViliam falſe doth prove, 


And puts away his faith and troth, 


Ar.) takes: mother ! ONT 


16 


17 


20 0 


15 Then wherefore ſorrow for his loſs ? 
Thy moans are all in vain: 
And when his ſoul and body parts 
Lis falſchood brings him pain.“ 


16-4 O mother, mother! gone is gone: 
My hope! is al! forlorn; | 
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The grave my only ſafeguard is 
O, had 1 ne'er been born 

Go out, go out, my lamp of life; 
In griſly darkreſs die: 

Fl There is no mercy, ſure, above! 

1 For ever let me die.” : 

: 18 © Almighty God! O do not judge 


My poor unhappy child; | 
She knows not what her lips pronounce 
Her anguith 2 makes her wild. 
My girl, forget thine earth, way 
And think on God and blits; 
For io, at leaſt, ſhall not thy foul 
Its heavenly bridegroom mils.“ 


« 0) mother, mother! w 
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| hat is bliſs, 
And what the flendis cel! ? 


Wich him tis heaven any where, 
W hock 1 my William, hell. 
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Go out, go out, my lamp of lic; 
In endleſs darkneſs die: | 

Without him 1 muſt loath the earth, 
Without him fcorn the Ry 2% 
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And { deſpair did rave and; 


Athwart her boiling veins; 
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Faiyſt the. 8 of Fleav'n 
She hurl'd her impious trams, 


She heat her breaft, and wrung her hand, 
And rall'd her tcarieis eve, 


From rite of morn, til! the pale ſtar 


freek the ſy, 


Ag gain did 
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24 When hark! abroad ſhe heard the tramp z 5 

| Of nimble-hooted feed ; 
She heard a knight with clank alight, T 7] 
And climb the ſtair in ſpeed. | 
25 And foon ſhe heard a tinkling hand, I, «. 
That twirled at the pin; | | 
And thro? her door, that open dnot, OY 
Theſe words were breathed in. 4 | 
26 What ho! what ho! thy door undo = 9 
Art w atching or aſlecp? Fe 
My love, doſt yet remember me, „ 
And deſt thou laugh or weep??? „ 
27 © Al! William, here ſo late at night! 16 Al! 
Oh! I have v watch'd and rakes | F 
Mhence doſt thou come? For return T1 Th 
My heart hath ſorely ach a; Hs 
If 23 * At midnight only we may ride; „ All 
8 I come o'er land and ica: . | 1 
by F | I mounicd late, but fcon I So; By l 
1 ; Ariſe, and come With me. 55 W | Al 
EL 29 O! William, enter ſirſt my bow'r, B An 
|. And give me one embrace: 5 
| 8 The blaſts athwart the hawthorn luls; An 
1 Await a little ſpace. 3 3 
| ; 5 30 * The blaſts athwart the hawthort n pile, 43 lo 
9 | I may not h: abour here; | mw : þ 
| 4 | My fpur is ſnarp, my courler paws SH es” 
| 4 | | = My hour of 1118 kt is ncar. | P 
+ 8 * 31 All as thou f! 0 upon thy cour „ 4 Tra 
1 Ariſe, and 1: unt behind; 2 i. 
| [ $ | To-night vie ride a thouſand miles, 1 
i | The bridal bed to find.” | 555 
| | | 32 « How! ride to-night a thouſand miles t The 
i Thy love thou deft bemock: . 
þ Eleven i is the Rroke that ſtill of 


| | | Rings en thin the ceck.“ 
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cc Look up; the moon is bright, and we 
Out ſtride the earthly men: 

PII take thee to the bridal bed, 
And night ſhall end but then.“ 


“ And where is then thy houſe and home 


And where thy bridal bet! * 
« is narrow, ſilent , chilly, dark 
Far hence I reſt my head.“ 


5 © And is there any room for me, 


Wherein that] may creep? 
& There's room enough for thee and me, 
Wherein that we may fleep. 


% All as thou lieſt upon thy couch, 


Ariſe, no longer ſtop ; 
The wedding gueſts thy ne Walt, 
The chamber door is ope.“ 
; All in her ſark, as there ſhe lay, 
pon his horie ſne fprung ; 
And with her lily hands {o pale 
About her William clung. 


B And hurry-Rurry forth they 80, 


\ Unkecding wet or dry; 


Aud horfe and rider fort and blow, 


And 1 | parkling pchi n fles f. t\'s 
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$ How {it the ood, the Meads the wood, 


Aright, aicit, are gone 


Tic bridges thunder as 0 wy paſs, 
But carthly found 1 is none. 


Tramp, tramp, acroſs the land they! 
Splaſh, ſplaſh, acrois the ſea: 
& Hurrah! the dead can ride apace ;- - 
Doſt fear to ride with me! 
The moon is bright, and blue the niglit; 
Doſt quake the aft to ſtem? 
Doſt ſnudder, maid, to ſrek th: ede qd 7? 
No, no, but what of thein? 
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42 How glumly ſounds yon dirgy ſong! 
Night- ravens flap the wing. 

What knell doth lowly toll ding dong? 
The pſalms of death who ſing ? 


43 It creeps, the ſwarthy funeral train, 


The corſe is on the: bier ; 
Like croak of toads from lonely dts 
The chaunt doth meet the car.“ 


44 * Go bear her corſe when midnight” s Pa aſt, 


With ſong, and tear, and wall; 
Pre got my wife, I take her home, 
My hour of wedlock hail, 
45 Lead forth, O clerk, the chaunting quires 
To fwell our nuptial ſong: - 
Come, prieſt, and read the ble Ming ſoon ; ; 
For bed, for bed, we long.“ 


46 They heed his call, and huſh'd the found; 
| The bier was ſeen no more; 
And follow'd him cer field and flood 
Vet faſter than before. 
47 Hello ! hal o! away they go, 
Unheeding wet or dry; 
And horſe and rider ſnort and blow, 
And ſparkling pebbles fly. | 
48 How ſwift the hill, how {wilt the dale, 
Alright, aleft are gone! 
By hedge and tree, by thorp and town, 
They gallop, gallop on. 9 
49 Tramp, tramp, acroſs the land they ſpeed ; 
Splaſh, ſplaſh, acroſs the ſea : 
66 {{urrah ! the dead can ride apace; 
Doſt fear to ride with me ? 


20 Look up, look up, an airy crew 

| In roundel dances reel : | 

The moon is bright, and blue the night, 
- May'ft dimly ſce them whecl. 
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;1 Come to, come to, ye ghoſtly crew, 


Come to, and follow me, 


And dance for us the wedding dance, 


When we in bed ſhall be.“ 


2 And bruſh, bruſh, braſh, the ghoſtly crew 


Come wheeling o'er their heads, 


All ruſtling like the wither'd leaves 


That wide the whirlwind ſprcade. | 


3 Halloo ! halleo ! away they goy 


Unheeding wet or dry; i | 
And horſe and rider ſnort and blow,. 


And ſparklin g pebbles fly. 


4 And all that in the moon-ſhine lar, 


Behind them fled afar; 
Ka backward ſcudded over heady 
The ſky and every ſtar. 


(5 Tramp, tramp, acroſs the land they ſpeedy 


Splaſh, ſplaſty, acroſs the ſea: 
« Hurrah ! the dead can ride apace ; 
Poſt fear to ride with me: 


:6 1 ween the cock prepares to Crow ; 5 


The ſand Will ſoon be run: 
I ſnuff the early morning air; 
Down, down ! our work is done. 


7 The dead, the dead can ride pace 


Our wed-bed here is fit: 
Our race is rode, our journey o'er, 
Our endless union knit.“ 


1 


And lo! an iron-grated gate 
Soon beacons to their view : 

{Ie crack'd his whip ; the clanging bo'ts 
T Le doors aſunder flew. 


1 [hey paſs, and 'twas on graves they trod: 
1 1 is Either we are bound: 


And many a tomb-ſtone ghoſtly white 


Lay in ihemoonſhing FOUR: 4. 
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Co And when he from his ſteed alight, 
His armovr, black as cinder, . 
Did moulder, moulder all aw ay, | 
As were it made of tinder. 
61 His head became a naked ſkull ; 
No hair nor een had he: 
His body grew a fKeleton, 
Ere % hite 4 10 blyth to fee. 


And at his dry and Donny heel 
No ipur Was left to be; | 
And in tis wither'd hand you might 
The 1c: ythe and hour-glaſs fee. 
And lo! his Reed did'thin to ſmoke, 
And charnab res outbreath ; | 
And pal'd, and bleach'd, then vaniſh'd quite | 
The maid from underneath, 
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64 And hollow how lings hung in air, 


And ſhricks from vaults aroſe. 
Then knew the maid me might no more 
Her living eyes unclote. : 
5 But cnward to the judgment- ſeats 
Thro' miſt and n. oon light Urear, 
The ghoſtly ercw their flighit purſue, 
And hollow in lier cari;— 
66 © Be patient, tho" thine heart ſhould break, 
Arran not IIc ns decree; 
Toou now art of thy vody reſts 
hy foul forgiven be { 
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